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*Uie bonds we bought for our 
countrys defense bought and 
helped equip our farm ! ' 



MR. AND MRS. CHARLEY I. WHATLEY OF CUTHBERT, GA. 
CAN TELL YOU-irS PRACTICAL AS WELL AS 
PATRIOTIC TO BUY BONDS FOR DEFENSE 



Mr. Whatley inspects a beehive 
on his 202-acre Georgia farm. 
"My wife and I wouldn't own a 
farm, clear, today," he says, "if it 
weren't for U.S. Savings Bonds. 
They're the best way to save." 




Charley Wh-.l.y »«•, "«»■ Wh a 'J ey , £, n , d 
I joined the Payroll Savings Plan n 1943. 
Our pay averaged about $40 a week apiece 
and we put about a quarter of it into 
bonds. We hadsayed $6,925 by 1950." 



"$4 000 In bonds bought us our farm and 

house, more bonds went for a ne» truck, 
refrigerator and electric range. We restill 
holding about $1,800 in bonds Everybody 
should buy U.S. Savings Bonds! 



Hie Whatleys story can be your $to<y,1oo! 



Your dream can come true, just as the 
Whatleys' did. Start now! It's easy! Just 
take these three simple steps: 
t. Put saving first before you even draw 
your pay. 

2 Decide to save a regular amount system- 
atically. Even small sums saved this way 
become a large sum amazingly soon. 
3. Start saving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work. 



You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family, but for the free 
way of life that's so important to us all. 



0. S. SAVINGS BONDS 
ARE DEFENSE BONDS — 
BUY THEM REGULARLY'. 
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NGAK ATTACK 



IT WAS SpMM IN THE fEAR I960. . . GREA T HOPE SURGED THROUGH THE PEOPCES OF THE WORLD, AS THE 
EARTH RENEWED /TS BLOOM AND THE SUN FLOODED SHEEN FIELDS. A MILLENIUM OF PEACE SEEMED ASSURED 
-AS THE RUSSIANS ENTERED THE NINTH MONTH OF SMILING CONCILIATION AND ENTHUSIASTIC EFFORTS FOR 
PEACE THE WESTERN POWERS WERE OVERJOYED . SO POSITIVE WAS THE UNITED STATES OF RUSSIA'S SIN- 
CERITY, THAT A HALT HAD BEEN CALLED MONTHS AGO TO THE BUILDING OF FURTHER A-BOMBS. AND NOW, 
IN PARIS, AT A FINAL MEETING OF THE BIG FOUR IN THEIR PEACE DRIVE CONFERENCE, RUSSIA ASAIN DELI- 
VERED ITS MESSAGE OF PEACE . . . NOTHING BUT PEACE, ON A FATEFUL SATURDAY AFTERNOON IN MAY. . . 






SWWLY THE SENSITIVE RADAR SCANNER 
TURNED ON ITS AXIS AS THE SKIES WERE 
SEARCHED. THEN IT STOPPED. . , 



iMMj 




E ANY OUT 
PLANES ARE 
NTERCEPT 
BE A RED 
CHECK YOUR 
SHIP AGAIN / MAYBE YOU CAN 
IT OFF THE GROUND I 



JlltSS SENT HIS JET INTO A STRAIGHT POWER-DIVE, 
WITH MOTORS WIDE OPEN AT SUPERSONIC SPEED / 
HIS COURSE WAS SET- -HE HAD TO INTERCEPT 



AT THIRTY- TWO THOUSAND FEET, THE JET 
TIGHTER CROSSED THE HELL - BOMB 'S PATH/ 




Ollt HOUR LATER, THE PRESIDENT OP THE UNITED 
STATES ADDRESSED PIE STRICKEN COUNTRY. 



r i CANNOT FIND WORDS TO EXPRESS MY UNDYING 
GRATITUDE TO THE YOUNG EAGLE WHO GAVE HIS 
■ LIFE. THAT WE HERE MIGHT LIVE 





LOOK UPON THE PICTURES OF OUR GIANT CITIES HUNDREDS OF YEARS IN THE 
BUILDING SMASHED BY THE ATOM-BOMB, AND SAY: THIS SHALL NOT COME 
TO PASS } MORE THAN EVER TODAY, ONLY A STRONG AMERICA CAN PREVENT 
THIS FROM BECOMING A REALITY/ 





JL FEW HOURS BEFORE THE 
RAIN OF DEATH DESCENDED 
UPON THE AMERICAN CITIES, 
BERLIN LAY ASLEEP, LULLED IN 
A FALSE SECURITY, LIKE THE 
REST OF THE WORLD, MORE 
THAN WILLING TO BELIEVE THE 
GREAT PEACE MYTH WHICH THE 
MOSCOW SALESMEN WERE PED- 
DLING ON AN INTERNATIONAL 
SCALE. FOR 'BERLIN WAS A 
LIVING TESTAMENT, OF THE 
DESTRUCTION A MODERN CITY 
CAN EXPECT, TO THE SURVI- 
VORS OF WORLD WAR XT . THE 
DEBRIS OF THE TERRIBLE 
BLASTING IT HAD EXPERIENCED 
THEN HAD NOT YET BEEN 
CARTED AWAY. NOT EVERYBODY 
WAS ASLEEP. IN A SMALL 
CAFE, WELL ON THE OUTSKIRTS 
OF TOWN, SERGEANT JEFF 
RAINSFORD AND HIS SOUAD 
WERE CELEBRATING THEIR DE- 
PARTURE FOR THE STATES ON 
THE FOLLOWING DAY.. . 



' Sonny" ross was writing his final letter 



IT'S AWFULLY QUIET IN BERLIN. EVEN THE 
RUSSKIES HAVE BEEN REAL FRIENDLY / BUT IT'LL 
BE WONDERFUL TO BE BACK HOME IN DETROIT AND 
SEE AN UNDAMAGED CITY AGAIN/" ' 





But a net races w wotaw rm sum** J» 

SET TO THEIR OUTFIT, .f r^.< >.n« rm, mm 



wiLLie, ooust tour 

(.IGUTSKOO* *T •"»' 
COLUMN OF RUSSIAN 
HEAVIES COMING OVER/ 




CVJTRANCK TO THE Of I 
WHO KNOWS 9 WE GOT AN 
OUTFIT LEFT ANYHOW/ 




West Berlin 
was in flames/ 
the bombed 
out ruins from 
the previous 
war collapsed 
beneath the 
atomic blasts.. 





MEjKWHILt. THE RUS- 
SIANS were omvm 

THROUGH FROM 4y }lpa 

jeff decided re aban- 
don The jeep. 



/ C MON.GUYS.WE CAN'T 
STAY IN THE JEEP / WE'D 
I 6E DUCK SOUP FOR 
V COMMIE SHEU/WtfLL 
\ HAVE TO LEU (T ( 



RuNNim down turr-mrs *, 

BARKENED STREETS, THt¥ 
CREW NEAR THE CIT'y^ 

theS sure Did a) where oo «t 

COMPLETE JOS / SO FROM HERE , 

ON BE RLIN / ^SARCEJ 1 WE'RE 

CUT OFF, 
SURROUNDED / 





Several hours later, when the squad entered 



DESERTED TOWN 



WE'RE LOOKING FOR 
NINETY- SEVENTH DO 
HAVE AN IDEA WHERE 
THE LINES ARE 



THERE AIN'T ANY 
LINES/ YOU'RE THE 
LAST STRAGGLERS / 
EVERYBODY'S RUNNING 




r HATE TO BREAK THIS 
NEWS, FELLERS, BUT NEW 
YORK, CHICAGO AND 
DETROIT WERE HIT BY 
A- BOMBS ABOUT FOUR 
TEEN HOURS AGO/ 




Tuft hardly had time to b et over the terribl e 
shocking news, when 




RlHAT A JAM ON THAT 
I BRIDGE/ IT'LL TAKE AT 
I LEAST AN HOUR FOR THE 
LAST UNITS TO CROSS/ 
N .f— 



THERE'S a red tank 1 

COLUMN HEADED TOWARD 
THE BRIDGE/ IF THEY'RE 
NOT STOPPED, WS'LL 
NEVER GET OUR GUTS 
ACROSS, UNLESS— WE 
USE THAT 105 f 






Moments latch, after jeff's 

SHOULDER Kits BANDAGED . . . 



It was only a few squad/ions, and therefore only 
a token. but it was something- something to show 
the reos that no matter what the y did, we'd come 
sack, no matter what the odds/ | 




OPERATION HAYSTACK 



Lieutenant Edwards led his patrol down the hot, 
dusty Italian road. It would be getting dark soon, and 
they were due back at First Army Field Headquarters. 
As far as he was concerned, it had been an unevent- 
ful foray. Except for a skirmish with some Russian 
soldiers who had wandered off to search for loot, 
they'd seen nothing to indicate the Russians consid- 
ered this region of strategic importance. 

There was a farmhouse up the road, and just to 
take precautions, Lieutenant Edwards ordered his men 
to scatter off the road. In a moment he realized they'd 
been lucky. Someone had come out of the farmhouse, 
and Edwards sighted him with his field glasses. Then 
a tremor of excitement ran through him as he handed 
the glasses to Sergeant Jones. Unless his eyes Vere 
mistaken, he'd seen a Russian colonel come out of 
the farmhouse. 

As the sergeant confirmed his judgment, Edwards 
pondered the puzzle, What would a high-ranking offi- 
cer beadoing along this supposedly unimportant road? 
Sometiung important must be brewing. 

It didn't take long for Lieutenant Edwards to make 
up his mind. In another hour it would be dark. He 
knew he wasn't going to leave that farmhouse until 
he found out what was happening there. 

Quickly he outlined his plans to Sergeant Jones. 
"If there's really something important going on up 
there," he explained, "the place will be well de- 
fended. Twenty men would be a handful against 
what we can expect. Best thing is for me to creep up 
and reconnoiter. If I'm not back in an hour, go on to 
field headquarters and report what we've seen." 

As soon as darkness enveloped the countryside, 
Lieutenant Edwards took off. As he approached the 
fatmiiouse, he lay flat on the ground, squirming 
ahead on his stomach, and lifting his rifle slightly to 
keep it out of the mud. Ahead was only darkness and 
quiet. It was still; there was something ominous about 
it, as if unseen eyes were watching his every move. 
He heard the whir of planes overhead. U. S. recon- 
naisjnee, he knew by the sound of the engines, out to 
try to, IpjCate (hat munitions dump intelligence knew 
was in the area. 

The(e was just this hill to get over, and he'd be 
approaching (he, regr of the farmhouse. It was almost 
tog simple. Dpyn on his stomach, Edwards squirmed 
down She hill. Still there wasn't a sound. Was it pos- 
sible that the Russians had left this side unguarded > 
There was no sound of life around the plate. He 
began to wonder if his ryes had been playing tricks 
on him before. 

He'd nu>*le it down the hill, and he paused for a 



moment, crouched in the shelter of the stacked hay 
near the barn. From, this vantage point he could see 
a thin sliver of light seeping out from the shuttered 
back windows of the farmhouse. 

The point of the bayonet at his back was sharp! 
He didn't dare turn around as a guttural voice rapped 
out what was obviously a command in Russian. Then 
the guard repeated it, and there was the sound of 
running feet as someone else came up. The second 
Russian soldier fronted him, and Edwatds saw the 
blue color of the private's uniform. There was a 
wicked-looking Russian snub-nosed revolver in the 
other's hand. 

For a moment Edwards wondered if they were 
going to shoot him right there. But then the soldier 
was motioning with his gun for Edwards to rise, and 
slowly he got to his feet, keeping his hands carefully 
above his head. He felt the bayonet still at his back 
as he stumbled toward the farmhouse. 

After the darkness outside, the light of the room 
hit him like a shock. But then his surprise widened 
as he saw the place had been set up as a field office! 
It was humming with activity. The colonel he'd seen 
earlier was seated behind the desk, and suddenly Ed- 
wards was convinced he'd stumbled onto the location 
of the munitions dump First Army Field Headquar- 
ters had been searching for so desperately. But, Ed- 
wards thought, there was little he could do about it 
now! 

He didn't have time to ponder it further. The 
guard who'd discovered him said something in Rus- 
sian, and the colonel nodded. He eyed Edwards spec- 
ulatively, and then he said in perfect English, "Sit 
down." He motioned toward the chair alongside him. 

Edwards stumbled toward the chair after a final 
thrust from his guard. He warily watched the Russian 
colonel. The guard had emptied Edwards pockets, 
and now the colonel thumbed swiftly through the 
assortment on his desk. There was nothing there. 

Suddenly the colonel spoke to hurt. "What are you 
doing here?" he rapped. "Who sent you? How many 
men are with you?" He fired the questions one after 
the other. 

Edwards was silent. The colonel waited, and when 
he saw Edwards didn't intend to answer he said, 
"Bah! You intend to play the brave soldier, eh? 
We'll set how easily you'll break down!" 

The questioning went on and on. Hour after houi 
the colonel hurled questions at him. l"he light hurt 
Edwards' eyes. The colonel looked disheveled, bill 
somehow he didn't let up for a moment. 



Edwards didn't remember when the first blow 
landed. It came suddenly from the huge, meaty Rus- 
sian who had captured him and had stood motionless 
by his side throughout the interrogation. But now 
Edwards' head snapped beck under the impact of the 
blow. He felt blood running down his split lip. He 
tried to rise, and he felt someone grip his arms from 
behind him. The blows continued, and in between 
each blow the questions were hurled at him. Crazily 
he thought that even if he had wanted to say some- 
thing, the words would never come out from between 
his smashed lips. 

Then dimly he heard the colonel say, "Take him 
away. Let him have time to think what it will be like 
to have to return to my questioning. Bring him back 
in two hours." 

Edwards felt himself yanked to his feet. The sol- 
dier who had been smashing his mouth helped him 
out. Slowly they stumbled through the dark around 
the farmhouse. As Edwards' eyes became accustomed 
to the gloom, he made out the haystack. He became 
aware of the activity around him. Why, he realized, 
he was standing right in the middle of the munitions 
dump! The Russians had burrowed a huge cavern in 
the earth in back of the farmhouse. Since the top 
shrubbery hadn't been disturbed, there would be no 
evidence of the dump from the air. No wonder recon 
hadn't been able to spot it! But now men were run- 
ning back and forth,, wheeling out barrows stacked 
with rifles and cartridges. These were being loaded 
into a truck which stood camouflaged alongside the 
entrance. 

He felt the guard nudge him, and he trudged along 
with the man. Finally they came to what had been 
the barn. Obviously no provision had been made 'for 
holding anyone captive here. The Russian guard 
shoved Edwards inside, and then Edwards heard the 
bolt being slid outside. 

There was nothing in the barn that could be used 
as a weapon, Edwards saw quickly. The place had 
been stripped bare. There wasn't even a window. 
He'd hardly finished his examination when he heard 
the bolt being slipped back again. He tensed with 
alarm as the door creaked open slightly. 

It was the second soldier that had helped capture 
htm. The fellow came softly into the room. In one 
hand he was holding his cocked revolver, and in the 
cdwards saw with amazement, that the fellow 
carried the field glasses Edwards had dropped when 
the guard had apprehended him. The Russian soldier 
approached him with a crafty smile. When he came 
up close to Edwards, he motioned to the field glasses, 
waved the gun, and said something in Russian. 

Gradually, Edwards came to realize what the sol 
dier wanted. He'd found the glasses, and obviously 
he believed Edwards had hidden some of his posses- 
sions before he'd been captured. The Russian soldier 



motioned to his wrist significantly. Edwards hadn't 
been wearing a wristwatch. He'd broken it and it was 
back at headquarters awaiting a replacement. The 
soldier obviously wanted to know where Edwards had 
hidden the watch. These men in the Russian Army 
were ill-equipped, and they were starved for Ameri- 
can luxuries. They'd do anything for a watch, Ed- 
wards realized incredulously, even endanger their 
army. 

As if to ingratiate himself, the Russian offered him 
a cigarette, Edwards took it, lit it, and puffed slowly, 
stalling for time. What should he do next, he won- 
dered. He looked longingly out the partially opened 
barn door. He'd like to run for it, he thought, but 
there was no chance of making it. His eyes lit on the 
haystack near where the Russian had found the field 
glasses. Overhead his ears picked up the delicate 
throb of U. S. recon planes approaching on their way 
back to base. 

Suddenly, as if he'd come to a decision, Edwards 
made a motion to the ground as if he'd toss down 
the cigarette. But before he ground the heel of his 
shoe over the butt, he'd quickly snapped in two the 
stiff Russian cigarette. He shoved his hands into his 
pockets, palming the burning butt, and motioned to 
the Russian with his head. 

Together they left the barn, and Edwards led the 
way back to the haystack. The sound of the approach- 
ing planes was louder now. His timing had to be 
right!* Just as the recon swarmed overhead, Edwards 
tossed the lighted butt atop the dry hay. 

The Russian uttered an oath. He came at Edwards, 
cocking bis gun, and Edwards desperately plowed 
into him, deflecting his aim. He heard the crackle of 
burning hay. If only, he thought desperately, recon 
would know what it meant — if only the blaze would 
spread and outline the activity on the ground! 

As he struggled with the Russian, he heard the 
sweetest sound of his career. The slow whine of the 
dive bombers, and then the crashing thunder as the 
released bomb? hit their mark. Flaming debris fell, 
and suddenly he heard another sound — the high- 
pitched y^ell of Sergeant Jones. Gunfire rattled as 
Jones i rtstcied in. 

The Russian twisted free and tried to run. Ed- 
wards saw the gun in Jones' hand aimed, and the 
Russian toppled. Then Edwards felt Jones' pounding 
on his back. 

Later he listened to Jones apologize for going 
against orders. When Edwards hadn't returned, the 
men had itched to go trouble-shooting. "Heck, Lieu- 
tenant," Jones drawled. "We ain't one of those sissy 
record -keeping patrols. The only kind of report we 
turn in is 'mission accomplished!'" 

TH£END 



Xm HEN VilTED NERVOUSLY FOR THE CONFERENCE 
WITH THE WASHINSTON COURIER TO END 




JT FEW MINUTES LATER. . 



AFTER OUR RENDEZVOUS WITH THI 
REST OF THE FORCE OFF CAPE 
JESSUP WE HEAD FOR THE URALS / 
WITHOUT US, THIS MISSION IS IMPOS- 
SIBLE/1 WANT WJU FLIGHT COMMAN- 
DERS TO HAVE TOUR PLANES I 
SHAPE/ ZERO HOUR IS 0400 A 
TOMORR 

E 



YOU RE TAKING AN 
AWFUL CHANCE, V GAMBLE/ STAND BACK WHILt I 
CAPTAIN/YOU DON'T / REMOVE THIS PARAFFIN SEAL / 
KNOW WHAT IT IS f /[ I WANT TO SEE WHAT THIS 

LIQUID IS / 




SO THAT'S HOW IT WORKS/ WHEN 
THE MOTORS HEAT UP, THE WAX 
MELTS; AND THE SOLUTION LEAKS 
OUT AND FIRES THE PLANE / BUT 
HOW ARE WE GOING TO CHECK 
HOW MANY PLANES HAVE 
BEEN DOCTOREI 

* J THAT'S WHAT 
I GOING TO FIND OUT^ 
AND ME THAT 
PISTOL / "WE DON'T 




NO.. .DON'T SHOOT.. .I'LL TELL 
YOU EVERYTHING/ I PLANTED A 

HUNDRED OF THEM.. .THAT'S ALL 
I HAD... ALL OF THEM IN THE M 
SAME PLACE 

WAS FASTER THAT YOU'D BETTER 



r THERE ARE ONLY TWENTY MINUTES 
LEFT, CAPTAIN / IS IT POSSIBLI 
TO REMOVE ALL THESE 
INCENDIARIES BY 




Aw> soon 

MNETY*EIGHT, 
NINETY-fllNE,, 
PLUS THE ONE 
YOU ISNITED 
MAKE A HUNDRED 
ir CHECKS/ WE'U 
HAVE TO RISK 
ANYTHING ELSE 
NOW/ 




WIN CASH PRIZESf 



This magazine was meant to shock you —to wake up Americans to the 
dangers, the horror and utter futility of WAR/ Write us--tell us how 
well we've succeeded, and the best letters will win valuable cash prizes/ 

/t\ hi PRIZE $15.00 

(M) 2nd PRIZE 5.00 

3rd PRIZE 3.00 

4th PRIZE '. . 2.00 

Follow these rules carefully/ Letters to be no longer than 150 words; give your name, address, 
and age; tell us what other magazines you reod regularly The Judges' decision will be final. 
Duplicate awards will be mode in case of ties. All entries must be postmarked no later than 
November I, I952. 

Address: Contest Editor. JUNIOR BOOKS, INC. 23 W. 47th St., New York 36 



1 ~Tfie bonds William and I botyfif 
■for our courrfnjs defense ^ 
helped build a bouse for us! " 



HOW U. S. SAVINGS BONDS PAID OFF 
FOR MRS. ROSE NYSSE OF BRISTOL, PA. 

"There's nothing more wonderful than a house 
and garden of your own," says Mrs. Nysse, 
"and no surer way to own one than to save for it 
through U. S. Savings Bonds and the 
safe, sure Payroll Savings Plan!" 




Mrs. ReieNytsesgyv 

"In 1942 William and I 
started making U. S. 
Savings Bonds a part 
of our plan for financial 
security. 1 joined the 
Payroll Savin p Plan 
at the Sweetheart Soap 
Co. where I work, and 
began buying a $100 
bond a month, knowing 
my money was safe and 
working for me. U. S. 
Savings Bonds certain- 
lymake saving easier!" 





"Saving I Bands alone 
made a $5,000 down 
payment on our house! " 
says Mrs. Nysse; "Al- 
together, we've saved 
$8,000 just in bonds 
bought through Payroll 
Savings, and we are 
keeping right on. When 
we retire, our bonds will 
make the difference be- 
tween comfort and just 
getting by. Bonds offer 
a patriotic and practi- 
cal way to security.*' 



You can io what th& Nusses are doing 
--fheflmefo start- is now! 

Maybe you can't save quite as much as 
William and Rose Nysse; maybe you can 
save more. But the important thing is to 
start now! It only takes three simple steps. 

1 . Make the big decision — to put saving first — 
before you even draw your pay. 

2. Decide to save a regular amount system- 
atically, week after week, or month after month. 
Even small sums, saved on a systematic basis, 
become a large sum in an amazingly short time! 

3. Start saving by signing up today in the 
Payroll Savings Plan where you work. 

You'll be providing security not only for 
yourself and your family, but for the 
blessed free way of life that's so very im- 
portant to every American. 

FOR YOUR SECURITY, AND YOUR 
COUNTRY'S TOO, SAVE NOW- 
THROUGH REGULAR PURCHASE OF 
U. S. SAVINGS BONDS! 




Your government dues not pay for ibis advertisement. It is donated by ibis publication In 
itb the Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America as 



An Amazing NEW HEALTH SUPPORTER &ELT 





POSTURE BAD? 
Got a 'Bay Window'? 




-^(HEUIIMER 

LIFTS AND FLATTENS YOUR 
BULGING "BAY WINDOW" 

Why go on day after day with an "old-man'i" midsection bulge 
...or with a tired back thai needi poiture lupport? Juil *•• 
how "Chevalier" bring* you vital control where you need it 
most! "Chevolier" hai a built-in »trcp. You odjoit Iho bell tho 
way you want. Preitol Your "bay-window" bulge i* lifted In . . . 
flattened out— yet you feel wonderfully comfortable! 



TWO-WAY 
3-T-R-E-T-C-H 
WONDER CLOTH 



DO YOU ENVY MEN 

who can 
'KEEP ON THEIR FEET? 

and then fte got a 
"CHEVALIER" ... 




eolthful pc 
iv« you 1h 

YOU NEED A And\emVmb" 
"CHEVALIER"! 




FITS SNUG AT 
SMALL of BACK 

Firm, comfortable 
support. Feel* good) 




FREE TRIAL OFFER 



SEND NO MONEY: „ ail 'c"upo N 



IYou tUk nothing! Juit b»u . 
« name and oddreii, alio wai: 
moil TO DAY I 





INC- Dept. 931 1-E 
New York 13, N. Y. 
km' FREE TRIAL a CHEVALIER HEALTH- 
ill pay po»tmon 13.9a (pfal portage) w.th 
not includet my FREE pouch. In 10 dayi, 
CHEVALIER lo you and you 
wile my payment —ill **» " *" 



u ana you win riivn 
will be o full and final 



RONNIE SALES, INC., Deit. 9311-E 487 Broadway, N. Y. 13, N. Y. \_ 



